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	Stuck on You

**A/N: This is written for the one and only blazingwing because she's my bestie and I miss her terribly. This is not normally a pairing I write, so I'm sorry if there are OOC moments or anything. Also, yes, it's NSFW. I know I don't normally write that but I'm trying something new. Only the best for bae, after all. XOXO Love you all, and enjoy the show!**

**Warning: cursing, male/male slash, public(ish) sex, and general Hiccup being awkward. **

* * *

><p>Hiccup shuffled his flash cards and glanced anxiously at his watch. Jack should have been home by now. It wasn't just that Jack had begged for him to help him study, and was now thirty minutes late that had Hiccup worked up; the weather outside had been getting progressively worse for the past hour. The temperature was now well below freezing, and the sky had clouded over, throwing an ominous, yellow tint to the world outside as the sun set over the campus.<p>

He sighed, snapping the thick index cards against his fingers. This was so typical. His roommate had always been perpetually late, and just because his best friend had stayed up until midnight already making him a stupid study guide and stupid flash cards and generally going out of his merry way to help him just like always did not mean he would be in any particular hurry to com home and thank him.

Tossing the cards on to the coffee table, he walked to the kitchen, reaching into their barren fridge to bring out the only thing Jack ever bothered to restock: a beer. Unfortunately, the idiot had shoved them all the way to the back, and Hiccup had to nearly put his entire torso in to get one out.

He heard a loud slam behind him, and before he could think he swung his head up to see what it was, roughly banging the back of his skull on the top of the fridge. He fell back, beer in hand and eyes shut in pain as he gently massaged the growing lump on his head. Jack's raucous laughter was echoing through their small living room. Hiccup opened his eyes, squinting through the pain to see Jack doubled over in laughter, apparently having just ceremoniously dropped his backpack on their kitchen table.

"Wow!" He panted in between laughs, "Here I was worried that I was going to be late and that you were waiting for me, ready to scold me at the door, but you've just been lying around drinking!" His laugh had abated to slightly breathless chuckles, and he walked over, grabbing Hiccup's free arm, and yanking him up roughly from the floor. The slippery tiles caused his prosthetic to slide out from under him a bit, but Jack had anticipated this, and held fast to his other arm to steady him.

"All right?" he asked, and Hiccup nodded, words abandoning him for the moment.

Jack smiled and let him go. "Good, 'cause, for a moment there, I thought you were just gonna slip and slide around like a penguin!" He pantomimed sliding around on his stomach and squawking "Oh, look at me, I'm Hiccup, the penguin, oh my gosh, I'm so clumsy, help me _ohhhhhh nooooooooo_!" he finished off his act by executing a very convincing face plant, and proceeding to laugh even more than the first time.

Hiccup smiled fondly at his friend, curled up in a tight ball of mirth on the floor. If anyone else had made fun of his prosthetic, he would have gone what Jack liked to call "viking ape shit," and Hiccup called "rightful indignance." But even the crudest of jokes from Jack had never upset him. Except of course, when they had first met and Jack had opened the conversation by calling him "Peggy," but Jack still apologized for that from time to time, so Hiccup was forgiving of that incident.

Finally opening his beer, Hiccup took a long swig before looking at Jack.

"Are you finished?" He asked, a bit condescendingly.

Jack wiped tear out of his eye before pushing himself off of the kitchen floor, and walking into the living room, flopping onto the couch Hiccup had been sitting on just moments ago.

"Well, now that you've had your fun, let's get down to studying." Hiccup shoved Jack's long legs off of the couch so he could sit down, and picked up the flash cards he had made.

"You're such a dork." Jack accused good-naturedly, swinging his legs back up to rest heavily on Hiccup's lap.

"No, I'm not." He squirmed uncomfortably under half of Jack's weight-and to hide the uncomfortable side effects Jack's actions were liable to cause. "I just happen to be the best roommate in the expanding universe."

Jack groaned, long and loud, and Hiccup raised his voice to make sure his friend could hear him despite his complaints. "If I remember correctly, it was _you _who was begging _me_ to help you study for your biology final. And, actually, the fact that you waited until your senior year to complete a freshman level requirement actually makes _you _the dork, in respect to academia, so there you go." Jack had started chuckling halfway through, but then had fixed his face into what Hiccup was forced to admit was an ugly pout. Only Jack could be ugly and beautiful at the same time.

Hiccup had known he was bi-sexual since halfway through high school. He had dated one girl-Astrid, quite spunky and very understanding when he came out. They were still friends.-, and exactly zero boys, so it had been especially hard to explain to his father, especially when his main argument was that he _just knew. _His father had eventually "come to terms with it," though Hiccup used that term very loosely. When he had come to college, he had been dreading sharing a room. He had always been awkward, and having a sexuality that he wasn't even sure if _he_ totally understood sent hundreds of improbable problems rushing through his mind at night as he tried to sleep. However, he had not expected his roommates to be as bad as they were.

Tuffnut was arrogant, bigoted, stupid and just plain disgusting. He had poorly maintained dreadlocks that hung to his hips that he barely washed. Snotlout was the same except he smelled worse and flirted aggressively with any and all girls within a mile of him-mainly Tuffnut's twin sister, Ruffnut. Fishlegs was all right; he was smart, at least, but he had been raised into extremely homophobic ideals, and he tended to smell somewhere between Tuffnut's stench and somewhat clean. However, after the first time Hiccup's dad called and asked-quite uncertainly- if Hiccup had "met any nice lads," Hiccup's life had been a roller coaster of wedgies, cornflakes in his sheets, and "FAG" scribbled in red sharpie all over his notebooks and binders.

Then the three had befriended Jack. Hiccup never understood why the tall boy talked to him, but soon they were better friends thank he was with the other three. Even without his white hair-he was a brunet naturally, but had always been a little disposed towards the punk look- the boy had been dazzling. He dowered above Hiccup at first, and all it was all Hiccup could do to keep from looking up at him in awe, especially when he smiled that mischievous, crooked smile, which was pretty much always. Hiccup supposed he had always liked Jack, and it helped that Jack _legitimately_ supported Hiccup in his exploration of his sexuality, and it was nights like this that made his thoughts drift idly to whether or not Jack may like him too. He often caught the white haired boy looking at him very intently, and it made his heart flutter every time. But, he could not shake the thought that it was perhaps just his subconscious continually wishing for a reciprocation of the feelings he felt so deeply.

"Still," Jack replied, breaking Hiccup out of his reverie, "The fact that you went through this much trouble for a test that you aren't even taking still means you're a huge fucking nerd." He poked Hiccup's side teasingly, causing him to jump and squeak.

He leaned away and crossed his arms over his chest in mock frustration. "Do you want to pass Biology or not?" he asked, deadpanning.

Jack, who was still chuckling, nodded and waved his hand at Hiccup in affirmation. "Yes, sir, please, overwhelm me with your academic ministrations. Titillate my senses with the wonders of organic substances." he professed dramatically.

"Oh, I could do so much more than that." Hiccup muttered under his breath.

"What was that, oh wise master?" Jack sarcastically cupped his hand to his ear and leaned forward to hear Jack's response.

"Oh, uh, nothing." Hiccup stammered. "Nothing. It's just-uhh- you're putting a lot of pressure on my leg and it kind of hurts."

Jack instantly deflated. "Oh my gosh I'm so sorry! I'll run and get you some ice, or do you need a heating pad? A second beer?" He instantly removed his legs from Hiccup's lap, hopping up to get Hiccup anything he needed.

He waved him away. Instantly, he had regretted using that of all excuses. Despite the uncomfortable situation caused for Hiccup, he liked when Jack was in a touchy- feely mood. Hiccup received more idle touches and less personal space at those times, but he enjoyed it nonetheless. Of course, he wasn't lying when he said Jack was hurting his leg. After all, it had been a long day, but he hated that Jack always felt obligated to coddle him and cater to his every whim when it came up.

Jack headed to the kitchen anyway to grab himself a beer, then came to sit by Hiccup on the couch, a bit further away this time, and Hiccup mentally kicked himself. After a few large gulps from his drink, Jack slammed the bottle on the coffee table and sighed.

"All right," his voice sounded like he was resigning himself to an untimely death. "Hit me with your best shot."

Hiccup stifled a giggle. "Okay then, how many tRNA bonding sites are there on a ribosome, and name them."

Jack looked at him, totally confounded. "We learned that?" he asked in disbelief.

Hiccup laughed. "Nah. I asked some of my friends for a really hard question to freak you out with. "

"Phew. Okay. You really got me there. Okay, hit me with another one-one that I'll actually need to know, mind you." Jack punched him in the arm lightly.

Chuckling, Hiccup looked down at the cards in his hands. "All right, what is active transport?"

"It's when they move stuff across a membrane against the natural flow, and it requires energy." Jack smiled, knowing he got it right.

Hiccup nodded, causing Jack to pump is fist in the air. "I'm gonna ace this final, no problem."

"We'll see about that." Hiccup joked in return, searching for another question. "What happens to salivary glands during sexual intercourse?"

"They become hyperactive and produce more saliva than normal."

It went on like that for a half hour without Jack missing a single question. Soon Hiccup was yawning and his eyelids were starting to feel heavier than usual. It didn't help that they had also drank two more beers each.

"You know, if you already know all this stuff, why did I have to help you study so bad?" Hiccup asked, looking to see if there were any more review questions Jack hadn't answered yet. He was so engrossed in his search that he hadn't noticed Jack gazing out the window with a look of pure joy on his face. Suddenly, he started rapid fire hitting Hiccup on the upper arm, pointing excitedly at the outside.

"Ow ow ow ow ow! What is it?" but his question was already answered when he looked up to see big fluffy snowflakes falling out of the sky.

Jack turned to him, his eyes alight with happiness. "Dude." that single word conveyed everything Hiccup needed to know. Jack had an irregular love of snow, to the point that many of their friends called him Jack Frost. Any time it was snowing, even if it was a light dusting, it was an easy bet that Jack would be outside in the crisp air, dancing around in pure, undisguised merriment.

"No." Hiccup stated firmly. "We are not going and playing in the snow. You have an exam tomorrow and it is almost two in the morning!"

"Aww come on, Hiccup!" Jack whined, practically bouncing up and down where he sat in excitement. "You said it yourself, I already know all of this, plus it's the first snow of the year! Of our senior year in college-I might add."

"You can go out there then, but I'm staying in." Hiccup reaffirmed.

"But then it on't be nearly as fun! Come on, I promise, just fifteen minutes, then we'll come in and go to sleep."

Hiccup sighed. Why he ever seemed to think he could say no to Jack was beyond him. He got up and walked to his room to get his coat and a special snow attachment for his prosthesis he had designed himself; Jack seemed just about ready to squeal with excitement.

When Hiccup walked out of his room, Jack was still staring eagerly out the window in the same hoodie and thin pants he had been wearing with no coat in sight. Hiccup had to haggle with his to put on shoes, waving away his claims that there was no time, but he could not win the battle of getting him to put on a heavier jacket. Within a few minutes, they were out the door and Jack was literally dragging Hiccup down the newly iced pavement.

In truth, Hiccup was surprised at how fast the snow had built up. It was already over two inches, and unless Jack had actually been oblivious to the snow for some time for once, the flakes were obviously coming down fast.

"Where are we going exactly?" Hiccup asked, half out of breath from Jack's brisk pace. His leg was slipping across the pavement, even with the attachment, and he feared he would fall flat on his face.

"Just to the park." Jack looked at Hiccup briefly, his eyes flitting across his face, before grabbing Hiccups hand harder and increasing his speed.

They reached a nearby park within minutes, and Hiccup sucked the crisp, cold air into his lungs once Jack finally slowed down a bit. Once they had both caught their breath, they set off through the park, tall bushes and trees shielding them somewhat from the wind that had begun to pick up with the falling snow. Their feet crunched in a companionable rhythm as they wandered through. After a while, Hiccup got restless. "Okay, you drag me out here and you're not even going to play in the snow?" He asked incredulously.

Jack's face took on a thoughtful expression. "Nah. I think I just want to appreciate it. It helps me think, and I do have an exam tomorrow, after all."

Hiccup looked at him suspiciously. Jack was hardly ever this calm. He had been full out sprinting down the icy pavement not five minutes ago. But, Jack seemed to have no ulterior motive as he walked next to Hiccup, gazing up at the cloudy sky. Hiccup decided to try and make himself relax, his brain kept nagging him that he knew Jack far too well for that.

He barely finished his thought before Jack proved him right. With a flash of a grin, he promptly grabbed Hiccup's hand and began dragging him across the park again. Hiccup lost track of where they were what with Jack's speed, but he knew they were in an area hardly anyone went to. The paths were overgrown and there was a long abandoned basketball court near the middle of the clearing jack was headed. It was dimly lit, and only by the other park lights from the other areas through the trees.

As they drew closer to the goal, Jack turned and looked at Hiccup, still dragging him but at a slower pace. "Have you ever licked a metal pole in the winter?" He asked in a tone that was probably supposed to be nonchalant, but Hiccup wasn't fooled.

"No, I haven't, and you're not going to make me. I'm not an idiot, Jack, I've seen it in the movies. I get stuck, you laugh, and when we tyr to get me un stuck, my tongue rips out."

Jack pulled a sassy face and shook his head. "Now, Hiccup, don't you think you're exaggerating a little bit?"

Hiccup sighed heavily. "Okay, maybe my tongue won't get ripped out, but it'll definitely hurt. So I'm not doing it."

By then they had reached the pole, and Jack let go of his hand, much to Hiccup's dismay. "No, man, I've done it loads of times! It doesn't hurt at all. Plus, you hardly ever get stuck! C'mon try it! It's a right of passage."

"How is potentially ripping the skin of my tongue off on a dirty, unsanitary metal pole in the middle of a park at two am a right of passage?" Hiccup asked incredulously.

"Oh, you big baby it is _not_ that bad you can only barely taste the ebola."

Hiccup's eyes bugged out of his head. "What?"

"Oh for the love of Odin!" Jack grumbled, bringing his hands to his face. "Here, look, I'll show you. It's not bad at all!" He promptly stuck his tongue out and gave the pole in front of him a long lick, slurping a little for effect when he pulled his tongue back into his mouth.

Hiccup winced, half at the thought of all the germs, and half in anticipation of a strangled yell from Jack when his tongue got stuck. But it didn't come.

Jack wiped some spit strings on that back of his hand, momentarily drawing Hiccup's gaze to his lips. "See? Easy." He nudged Hiccup towards the pole. "Now you try it."

Hiccup contemplated the pole for a moment. It had indeed looked easy, and Jack didn't seem the worse for wear from it. Oh, Thor, why was he even thinking about this? This was a terrible idea. Jack was tricking him somehow, and he couldn't fall for it. He wouldn't. But then again...

"Are you sure I won't get stuck?"

Jack pouted. "Have I ever lied to you?"

Hiccup could indeed think of many times Jack had lied to him, but Jack further exaggerated his pout and pleaded. "Please, for me?"

Hiccup groaned. Sometimes he wondered if Jack knew about his crush on him, because that was extremely manipulative if he did, and he would likely have to bring that up later with his friend. But, alas, Hiccup was done for.

"Fine." and before he could think twice about what he was doing, he closed his eyes and leaned forward and touched his tongue tentatively to the basketball goal.

And got stuck. His eyes shot open, and he tried to pull back slightly. His tongue stretched out a bit, but anything beyond that was far too painful. He turned a pair of accusing green eyes on his friend, who was staring at him, dumbstruck.

Hiccup made and incoherent whining sound and waved his arms at his tongue and then at Jack as if to say "Look what you did! I told you I'd get stuck!"

"Oh my gosh, man, I'm so sorry, I didn't know!" Jack honestly did look sorry, and the frantic look on his face told Hiccup he was just one of those kids who stuff like this never happened to. Of course Jack fucking Overland would be that kid who physically could not get his tongue stuck to a metal pole in the winter.

Hiccup sighed, kind of. It sounded weird with his tongue in the way, but he tried speaking and found he was only slightly impaired by his tongue. "Weh? Wha do we do now?" he asked desperately, gesticulating wildly with his hands to express his frustration.

"I, uh, I don't know! Don't they pour boiling water over their tongues in the movies?"

"Wha? Don pou boiying waher ober my tungh!"

"Well, any other suggestions, smarty pants? You _are _the one who licked a metal pole in the winter after all. That's on the same level as invading Russia in the winter, Hiccup you should know better than that." Hiccup could tell Jack had moved beyond being panicked to his usual state of being sarcastic about serious situations.

"You mae me do ich. I chrie cho say no. Now helh me!"

Jack moved behind Hiccup and grabbed his waist to try and pull him free.

"Ow ow ow ow ow ow stoph! Thas no woking, chry somethingh elth."

"Well, what do you suggest I do? How do we fix this?" Jack was back to being panicked.

Hiccup made a noncommittal noise. "Figure ich ouch."

He could tell Jack was thinking hard about this, and he stood there for a while just looking at Hiccup, causing him to squirm uncomfortably under the scrutiny. Suddenly his face lit up, and without further explanation, he lunged toward Hiccup and began licking his tongue near where it connected to the pole.

Hiccup gasped and pushed him away. "Wha are you doingh?" he demanded.

Jack shrugged. "I figured since my spit is warm, it could thaw your spit out and you could become unstuck easier?"

Hiccup thought about it for a bit. In theory, he supposed it would work, but was Jack okay with doing that? It was almost like making out, and they were just friends.

"Are you sure you're okay wiff doingh thach?" he asked.

Jack snorted in amusement. "I just did, didn't I?" he said, before assuming his former position, and beginning to lick determinedly at Hiccup's tongue.

Hiccup's Tongue hurt, and his legs were stiff and freezing, but that didn't stop Jack's actions from turning him on. He steeled his gaze so he couldn't see Jack, and repeated over and over in his head 'Don't think about how it's like making out. Don't think about how it's like making out.' But, despite his best efforts, he could feel his erection growing in his jeans.

Jack accidentally missed his mark, shoving his tongue into Hiccup's mouth, causing Hiccup to moan before he could stop himself.

Jack pulled away abruptly. "Hiccup, am I turning you on?" he asked hesitantly.

Hiccup tried to lie, he really did, but the way Jack's eyes were so open and honestly interested in his answer and not in teasing him if he told the truth that he just couldn't do it. He closed his eyes against the shame and nodded almost imperceptibly.

To his credit, Jack neither gasped, nor reacted in derision. Instead, he excitedly grabbed Hiccup on either side of his face (a bit awkwardly, as he had to link one arm around the pole) and said happily, "No, Hiccup, that's great!"

Hiccup opened his eyes to give Jack a doubtful and confused look in reply.

"Don't you remember? When experiencing sexual arousal or intercourse, the salivary glands go hyperactive and produce so much more saliva than usual! This is how we're going to get you unstuck!" He nudged Hiccup jokingly. "You really are the best study buddy ever; you make me go through real life situations in order to deepen my understanding of the content! You rock, man!" Without further preamble, he dropped down on his knees on the snowy court and began undoing Hiccup's jeans.

Frantically, Hiccup pushed his hands away. "No, Jack, you don'ch have cho do thach. We'll find another wayh. I can jusch schtay here while you go gech helph."

Jack smirked. "Nah, I'm not doing that. You're not going to just be stuck here; We're gonna have some fun instead."

He looked up at Hiccup, who could barely see him, as if asking one final time for his approval. Hiccup gulped, as much as one possibly could with their tongue stuck to a pole, and nodded.

Without even seeing him, he knew Jack had a victorious smile on his face, and immediately set to undoing Hiccup's jeans, and before long, Hiccup hissed in surprise as the freezing air hit his cock when Jack pulled him out of his briefs. The cold shrank his erection slightly, but Jack seemed hellbent on getting it back. He started slow, gently sliding his hand up and down the shaft, pausing to spit in his hand to make the glide smoother.

Hiccup screwed his eyes shut, trying very hard not to embarrass himself by moaning or showing _too_ much appreciation of Jack's help. After a few minutes, the friction finally chased the cold away, and Hiccup could feel himself growing in Jack's hand.

"Ah, there we go." Hiccup could hear the smirk in Jack's voice as he continued to pump Hiccup's cock, gradually speeding up his ministrations.

Suddenly, Hiccup felt a warm wetness touch his tip, and he gasped in surprise and pleasure, uncontrollably arching himself into the new feeling.

"Jack, are you sure abouch thish?" he asked uncertainly.

Jack's only response was to take Hiccup in as far as he could. Hiccup couldn't hold back anymore, he moaned as quietly as he could, which still wasn't very quiet, and brought one of his hands to rifle through Jack's short, soft hair. The other he cupped around the pole to steady himself, as his knees had grown impossibly weak. Jack chuckled around his cock, and began bobbing his head up and down the shaft. What he couldn't fit in his mouth, he kept working at with his hand. Hiccup was sure this was the most turned on he had ever been, and his various wet dreams about Jack were certainly nothing to sneeze at in that aspect, but this was so much better than a dream. To have Jack, actual Jack, on his knees in front of him, sucking him and jerking him off at the same time had him on the brink within moments.

At this point he was no longer holding back his moans, and both hands were tangled in Jack's white locks, urging him to go faster and faster as his hips thrust shallowly into Jack's mouth with ever bob of his head.

Hiccup vaguely felt another hand working its way into his pants, but he didn't understand what for until Jack's other index finger was gently massaging Hiccup's puckered hole. At the exact same time, Jack moved his head to Hiccup's tip, sucking hard on the glans and delving his tongue into the slit.

His vision flashed white and his back arched violently out of pleasure, throwing his head back and tearing his tongue off of the pole in the process. Hiccup wasn't sure if he screamed when he came, but he certainly started screaming in pain immediately after.

He collapsed on the ground, holding his tongue in his hand obscenely in pain. Traitorous tears rolled down his cheeks, and Jack gently put him back in his pants and zipped his jeans up before gathering a satisfied, yet distressed roommate into his arms.

After a while, the pain faded to a dull ache, though Hiccup could feel he was still bleeding, and it hurt to move his tongue around much at all. Jack was able to dry his tears, and Hiccup fought to stop sniffling. Suddenly Jack started chuckling.

"Okay," He began, still laughing lightly, "so the extra saliva thing didn't work."

Hiccup snorted. Whether in agreement or at the blunt statement he didn't know, but soon they were both laughing uncontrollably at everything that had just transpired.

Jack got to his feet, helping Hiccup up as well, and went over to inspect the pole.

"Eww. Some of your skin is literally stuck to this, come look!"

Hiccup scrunched his nose us at the gross imagery flooding his mind. "Umm, no thankth. Leth jutht go home."

Jack laughed. "Oh my Thor, you have a lisp now? Gods above, I hope that's permanent, that is just too adorable!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, starting to walk away and refusing to respond verbally and give Jack more amusement. Then, suddenly his face was between Jack's hands, and Jack's lips were on his, kissing him softly and passionately as they stood in the middle of the clearing. Hiccup succumbed to Jack's ministrations as he licked his lips, asking politely to be let in. He was more of a gentleman about kissing Hiccup than he had ever seen him be towards any of the girls he had dated.

Jack slipped his tongue into Hiccup's mouth, exploring his teeth and gums a bit before colliding his tongue with Hiccup's.

That, however, did not feel as good as everything else. Hiccup yelped in pain and pulled back, blushing as Jack started frantically apologizing. He waved the apologies away and bent his face back down slightly to Jack's, this time opting for a chaste, closed mouth kiss. Jack sighed, wrapping his arms around Hiccup's neck.

They pulled away after a while due to a need for air, and suddenly a thought occurred to Hiccup.

"Wait a second," he looked quizzically at Jack, "You like guys? Why didn't you tell me?"

Jack shrugged. "It didn't seem important. Plus, I don't really ascribe to the whole labels thing. I certainly like you a lot though." He smiled genuinely, and Hiccup couldn't help but return it, despite his frustration at how cryptic his friend could be sometimes.

Jack took Hiccup's hand in his, and together they walked back out of the park. meeting eyes occasionally and kissing briefly, being careful not to hurt Hiccup's tongue.

"You know," Hiccup said as their apartment came into view, "you really should let your professor know that stuff about hyperactive salivary glands is complete bullshit."

Jack chuckled. "I was thinking the same thing. Our eventual method worked much better. But, we should definitely practice it so it becomes more efficient, don't you agree?"

"Of course. You never know when I'll accidentally lick another pole. It's only reasonable to be prepared. Plus, if you get stuck one day, I need to know what to do as well. Practicing this method really could save our lives, when you think about it." Both of them were now trying very hard to hold in their giggles, and finally, Jack burst out laughing and bent over trying to catch his breath.

Hiccup took the initiative of unlocking their apartment, as Jack was otherwise occupied, then pulled him in abruptly out of the cold into a warm embrace, kissing him roughly, sucking his bottom lip into his mouth, teasing and nipping at it lightly.

"Why don't we start that practice right now?" he purred in Jack's ear, bending his neck to suck at the skin below his ear.

Jack gasped and whimpered at the sensation. "I'm all for it. My exam isn't until the afternoon anyway."

"Mmhmm. Practice makes perfect, don't you think?" And without further ado, Hiccup swung open his bedroom door, bringing a fully compliant Jack with him.

* * *

><p><strong>Hope you liked it! Yes, I know the stuff about the salivary glands is legitimate bullshit and not even true in the slightest, but, hey. Plot devices for the win! If you want me to write more stuff like this (M rated), let me know in a review or PM. Thank you all for reading see you soon!<strong>

**OJ**


End file.
